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as though he were returning crestfallen from a
journey; and now there wasn't even a wife
waiting for him at home. The moonlight made
the cabin look like a dead giant of olden times.
If only Hiltu were still at home.

Juha had no definite grounds for his bad
humour, but when, sitting beside the lamp, he
began to glance through the newspapers, the
news in them made him more irritable than ever.
He had a feeling of having been left behind, in a
freezing solitude. Yonder in the bed slept two
poor beings, brought into the world, but nothing
else. . . . And here he sat on this autumn night
in the heart of the woods, a man going on for
sixty.

Newspapers continued to come for him by
every mail. Juha read them in the evenings, his
mood sullen and quarrelsome. The articles he
read did not specially interest him; they were
written in the same cocksure aggravating style as
Kalle's letter. They spoke of poverty with a kind
of pride, like badly brought up louts, or with a
sugary emotion that sickened Juha. They
aroused no enthusiasm in him. He read them
as it were defiantly, to keep alive his own spite,
now that life had again toppled down to this
level.

Daily existence with two helpless children was
after all a trial. He was too old to look after the
cow properly; he handled the milk clumsily. It